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and never touched afterwards they looked dirty
and .made a particularly disagreeable sight when
near.   But what annoyed me most was their bell.
The wretched thing went on every few minutes at
every imaginable crossing and wayside station, for
in America there are no gates and crossings are left
open, and the only warning the people get of an
approaching train is the ringing of this confounded
bell.   Besides, as there were only corridor-cars and
the steps at the exits at either end reached the
ground, the stations had no platforms in our sense
of the term, and so the people moved freely to and
fro and across the lines along the stations as they
would on a public thoroughfare.   In fact, in going
through certain towns we actually passed through
their main streets with shops on either side and
people either walking carelessly or standing danger-
ously near ,the rails. About fifty miles from Montreal
is the States' border, and there I had my first ex-
perience of the American immigration official. I was
asked a number of impertinent questions, and the
official learning that I came from India straight-
way put me down as an East Indian. I said I was
not an East Indian but a Parsee. "What! Parsee,"
he exclaimed.   " There are no such people."   " In-
deed," I rejoined, " I am glad to learn that from an
immigration official! " Then he told me to produce
the pass.   " What pass? " I asked.   " Immigration
pass," he replied. I said I had none with me as I was
not an immigrant but a tourist. " All the same," he
went on to say, " before you proceed further you
will have to get one from me by paying four dollars."